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before us, great rocks come crashing down, the thick
undergrowth is full of pitfalls and mantraps, but we
are not to be deterred. Though we do not know what
notes are coming next, or what fingers we shall use,
if the music says presto, then presto it must be; the
spirit of the tune must be set free, however its flesh
may be lacerated So we swing up the dizzy arpeggios
as a hunted mountaineer might leap from crag to
crag; we come down a run of demi-semi-quavers with
the blind confidence of men trying to shoot the rapids
of Niagara. Only the stout-hearted and great of
soul can undertake these perilous but magnificent-
ventures.

Unlike the serious amateurs, we do not pick and
choose among pieces until we have found one to which
we can give the cold glitter of an impeccable render-
ing. We attend concerts (for, above all, we are the
concert-goers and dreamers of dreams, as O'Shaugh-
nessy might have said) and come reeling out, intoxi-
cated with sound; for days we are haunted by a
lovely theme or an amazing climax, until we can bear
it no longer; we rush off to the music shops to see if
it is possible to capture this new lovely thing and
keep it for ever; more often than not we return home
in triumph, hardly giving ourselves time "to flatten
out the music before plunging into the opening bars.
Nothing that has been arranged for the piano or that
can be played in some sort of fashion on the instru-
ment comes amiss if it has once aroused our enthu-
siasm; symphonies, opera, tone-poems, string-quartets